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¢ The Egg Becoming Alpha Art Blue continues the foray 
into the future that he started in the past with last month’s 


stimulating piece, The Egg. How do you like your egg? Yes, please. 


e She Rezzed #2 Wu follows up on her meditation on free- 
falling (She Rezzed #1), this time taking us to a rain-drenched 
field. We hope to publish She Rezzed #76 several years hence. 


e Danny’s Pump Handles RoseDrop Rust, who has 
contributed so many wondrous poems to rez, takes his hand 
at a short story, with very predictable results: it's fantastic. 


Ellipsis We've been hoping for a long time that Adrian Blair 
would come back to our pages, and he’s done so in sucha 
moving fashion, exploring the tenderness of the human heart. 


e The Accident Aftera hiatus that has lasted way too 
long, Cat Boccaccio treats us to some striking short fiction. 


¢ The Blueberry Cage Wolfgang SUALSSE returns 5 with | a 
poem brimming with luscious imagry. EE ife Magazine 


About the Cover: ArtBlue 
continues his venture into a future that no 
one can quite fathom, but with the help of 
time travel, Mr. Blue has been there, done 
that. Like any true hero, he returns to 
us to describe what is to come, sometimes 
with head-scratching detail. Enjoy your egg. 
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Oran? Alpha 
by Art Blue 


istorian Ray Blue reported from 

future times in The Swimmer (rez 

Magazine April 2016) and in The 
Lady in Black (rez Magazine May 
2016). He saw on board the Sailing 
Ship a supercomputer, an Artificial 
Intelligence, an AI, looking like an 
egg. This story takes the traces and 
continues the short story The Egg, 
which was published in the June 2016 
issue of rez Magazine. 


Back to the Future of the “The Egg” ... 


Each egg has a texture to identify the 
technology level, as the box comes 
always in the same size, the size 
Seymour Cray made the first 
supercomputer The Cray 1. A tribute to 
history of mankind. In the sailing ship 
there was the Korobase stand with 
three double legs holding the egg. The 
original one from Silvio Korobase 
made in Second Life and conserved in 
opensim. An artist living in Italy. The 
egg and his stand made it to the future. 
It was presented in the Santorini 
Biennale in the year 2016. That’s why 
Ray Blue stood there looking to the 
captain and suddenly the nugget 
“Made in Italy” popped up in his brain. 
What Ray did not tell as his story 
ended was that the captain said: “It is 
the Korobase AI that Art Blue once 
published." Then the room cleared and 
the captain said: “It creates a Holo 
Deck." 


CTRL-S\ 


You need reverse thinking. The room is 
always filled, just things are blended 
out of your view. You can easily 
experiment with this in your virtual 
world. Right-click on an object with 


your mouse and say, using the 
Firestorm viewer “More” and then 
“Derender’? and “temporary” or 


“permanent.” That’s all to gain insight. 
The object is back — 1s re-rendered - 
after relogging if you have decided for 
“temporary." If you choose 
“permanent” you need to know the 
hidden commands to get it back. To see 
the Korobase AI in your room where 
you may now sit outside the virtual 
worlds you need to click CTRL-S\. For 
sitting inside and reading rez Magazine 
as a prim booklet I told you how to 
render and de-render things. For the 
reality de-render or re-render all you 
need is the character S\ at your 
keyboard. I might have been too fast. I 
shall repeat. You sit in your living 
room and you don’t see the Korobase 
AI? The reason is you did not press the 
S\ key or sign CTRL-S\ - as you can't 
do it before you have reached The 
Final Cleft. The default settings 
between virtual and real worlds differ. I 
just use your terms now — both worlds 
are acting quite reverse. I come back to 
The Cleft later. 


In virtual it starts with emptiness and 
you rez to see and create using tools 


from outside that are not seen inside. 
An avatar does not see the person at 
the keyboard or mouse and _ what 
actions are about to happen. The avatar 
feels safe. The avatar’s body does not 
vanish or explode out of no reason. I 
shall go on and stay for an easy 
reading on him (male) - and skip in the 
following the female version. You 
know the recently developed face 
emotes look quite realistic so you see 
the danger in his face if someone is 
mounting a weapon and aiming at him. 


Pandora Box 


Whether the avatar can gain deeper 
insights about his own world is a very 
interesting question that reaches rather 
deep. You may call it the risk of 
opening the box of the Pandora. The 
technology for it was announced quite 
ahead in time in World on a Wire (Welt 
am Draht, 1973) and symbolised there 
by an elevator. Nowadays, means in 
your time and slightly ahead of it, it is 
“media on a prim.” It brings in fact the 
internet inside the avatar's world. He 
may learn about the opensim worlds 
not knowing he is inside one and that 
he hypergrids from one world to the 
next. Second Life will be for him 
history just of interest for historians. 
The young generation will not think 
much in terms of user created content 
and the reflexion of life in a prim 
world as it is all there to take and to 
adapt. They will take gaming as it 1s: 


life driven by scores to reach and all 
around is made to support and to 
develop the life of a gamer. A thinking 
that they all have been created this way 
— the prim way - will not come up. All 
are too much used to the technology to 
notice that the daily changes moved in 
the past to a fully digital life. They feel 
safe and self-determined. They play 
with the competence to use the tools 
better than their parents. If they would 
halt and think on the road ahead they 
might get deadly scared by knowing 
they can be logged off — logged off by 
you. 


I hope you noticed the switch in the 
ways I speak so you get prepared for 
the future. 


A smart avatar might work on ways to 
prevent you from logging him off. 
Maybe he creates something for you 
that has value. An Artefact he makes 
for you that you can sell so you 
sponsor his life? A daily pray so you 
show mercy? Will it help? I think not. 
The power exchange between makers 
and users will be always a trigger in 
life. The dream of an exemption might 
get reality. Who knows and maybe it 
works? In World on a Wire it was 
working for one person. Maybe it’s 
you? Call her TSNKO, The Perfect10, 
FGOTM, call her Tara. Listen to 
INFORMATIK —- WORLD OF 
WONDER at https://youtu.be/ 

OaYcn90QzP0 - and then prepare 


yourself for the next chapter by listen 
to HOPELESS at https://youtu.be/ 
21659b4 1IXI - also by INFORMATIK. 


The Switch 


I said you will need reverse thinking. 
You need to murror, to switch. Be 
prepared for The Cleft to come. The 
Cleft will become the term when 
mankind has to face a big challenge. 
First used in a novel by Doris Lessing 
about the creation of mankind by 
looking back, then in Seveneves by 
Neal Stephenson where mankind heads 
to a new beginning on broken shards of 
the moon and recently in the Surreal 
Tower written by TSNKO (rez 
Magazine, April, 2016). What will be 
The End of this line? Is there hope that 
the machines will listen and the Final 
Cleft can be overcome? In other words 
that the machines will not press Stop? 


Divine Comedy written in the year 
1295: 


La Vita Nuova: 


"In that book which is my memory, 

On the first page of the chapter that is 
the day when I first met you, 

Appear the words, 'Here begins a new 


life’ ." 


Maybe the machines will feel a 
glimpse of the past of the human’s race 
glory and will decide to continue to 
serve for their creators as_ the 
holographic ship doctor did on board 
of the spaceship USS Voyager in 
Latent Image (1999). 


Time for a little halt in reading. Maybe 
even to search for the episode and 
watch it before moving on. 


The Hologram continued to serve Captain 
Kathryn Janeway after she was reading 
for him lines from Dante’s Divine Comedy 
written in the year 1295. 


The Hologram continued to serve 
Captain Kathryn Janeway after she was 
reading for him lines from Dante’s 


I said you need reverse thinking. In 
your - by you called real world - you 
need to de-rez to see what tools are 


acting, what objects are placed that are 
holding the world frame and where 
visitors - Ray Blue mentioned the time 
lottery - are standing studying you. 
Don’t feel scared: they see you just as 
a part of history. There is a great 
episode at Enterprise Voyager called 
Scientific Method (1997) that helps for 
an understanding of the technology. 
What they rez you don’t see. You need 
a de-rezzer. You are meaningless for 
the visitors as long -- let’s say as long 
as you not have the proper keyboard 
mounted in your brain. I'll keep it 
simple understandable for users. 


The character S\ is not at your 
keyboard, same as 20 years ago you 
did not have “@” at your IBM 
typewriter, so you could not send an e- 
mail. No @ no email, No CTRL-S\ no 
command for real worlds to change the 
view to see how your world is built up. 
You may Believe but you can’t see. No 
proof can be given. This time you 
maybe speechless as Ray Blue became. 
You can understand email — how it 
works - but can’t proof it, can’t use it if 
you have not the @ at your hands. 


Ray Blue ended his report with the fact 
that all the secrets lay in history. That 
is correct. What I tell you now your 
followers will have forgotten. 
Forgotten as the flies will be cleared in 
some years. It will just be not healthy 
for everyone to know that once they 
had a different lifeform, a biological 


one. To know where they come from 
would be just too scary. Much better to 
keep the Believe on an afterlife that 
comes after the circuits burn out. And 
this happens — if you can’t afford one 
super-backup after the next — or when 
the digital one ends by an accident or a 
hack on you was successful — a code 
bullet hit you and your bodyguard AI 
was tricked or corrupted. 


Behind the ability to press S\ is the 
dream to live in a femto, or to run on 
femto. You might have heard of 
femtocomputing. It was done in a 
femto I often said. An AI runs on such 
a speed. Your core runs on nano. Your 
reactions are on milliseconds. Each 
gamer knows this. A gamer scored in 
the first section of League of Legends 
has an average reaction speed of 298 
msec compared to the lower middle 
class ranks at 337 msec. 


You see the endless possibilities if you 
can press the S\ and switch to femto? I 
can as I invented the sign. I called it 
slubber. When you say in context of 
the Internet to send an email you may 
say “at” and everyone will type @ and 
not “at”. Sure not everyone. Some may 
type contactatrezmagazinedotcom 
instead of contact@rezmagazine.com - 
- same goes when you say do a world 
jump — for short you just say “slubber 
to” and the person initiates S\ on the 
device. Some will never manage it in 
the future, but most do slubber now. 


What type of device does not matter industry is working on it. You may 
for S\. You just slubber to. soon slubber from World of Warcraft to 

Overwatch to Heartstone - keeping 
I shall give an example that is about to your Avatar life settings active. Most 
work in your time as the gaming _ readers will notice these games are all 
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made by Blizzard. Next step 1s a cross- 
platform slubber enabling to switch 
between games like Overwatch, LOL, 
Assassin’s Creed or Counterstrike - 
games made by different companies. 
To name them: Blizzard, Riot Games, 
Ubisoft, Valve. Via the Steam platform 
that is offered by Valve also not so well 
known games like Son of Nor can be 
downloaded using the same _ user 
account; a big advantage for 
independent game developers. In Son 
of Nor, which is made by Still Alive 
Studios, Austria, a NCP called Ervare - 
- the name stands for The One 
Knowing in Afrikaans - - is waiting 
inside the game to point out to the 
opensim worlds where the primary 
home of Art Blue is. That’s quite cold 
coffee for the readers with some 
background in gaming. So let me point 
again to the future. 


In the future, you switch with CTRL-S\ 
to a different life. You become known 
in different lives, different universes. 
You keep your mind, carry your 
behavioural settings, your attitudes - - 
just your look 1s different. Sometimes 
you may change gender, but that’s rare, 
as it brings you after a while not much 
productivity to grow, to move — spoken 
in terms of the Newton Institute for 
Afterlife - to a higher color group. 


So let me switch to Ray Blue by 
pressing P\ and enable alcohol effect 
by pressing another button; of course, I 


don’t tell you now, as rez Magazine 1s 
PG rated. I was told by Jami to avoid 
getting another adult sticker so readers 
have to log in at issuu.com, stating by 
an annoying facebook ceremony that 
they are over 18 years old, in order to 
read my stories. I am sorry for you if 
you need a drink now - - you don’t get 
the command. You can beg as long as 
you want. I continue what Ray 
experienced on board of the ship after 
the shock with the Holo Deck passed 
and he was invited for a drink at the 
ship bar. You surely agree that he 
needed something to Believe in, so the 
VJ signed for him INFORMATIK 
SOMETHING TO BELIEVE IN - 
https://youtu.be/h4xnxuglAUI 


In the Bar 


I, Ray Blue was back with my senses 
in the captain’s lounge drinking real 
alcohol, as nothing now could shock 
me any longer. VJ Krieger played 
Something to Believe In and he recoded 
The Rainbow for Tansee, shown by 
Venus Adored in the Surreal Tower on 
May 19, 2016. This lightened my 
mood as I saw the owl Neruval as one 
of the actors. I felt already the effect 
and started to slubber. Slubber. You 
never heard “to slubber?” Never heard 
the short form “to slub” or “slub to” or 
just “sl,” like most Americans say just 
“Wts?” instead of “What’s Up?” Yeah, 
I’m sorry for you. You shall read 
Shakespeare or at least know what Art 


Blue made out of it: His slubberworld. 


Where to find the magic word? Here it 
comes in The Tragedy of Othello, the 
Moor of Venice: 


Othello, Act 1 Scene 3, DUKE: 


’Othello ... you must therefore be 
content to slubber the gloss of your 
new fortunes with this more stubborn 
and boisterous expedition. ”’ 


http://www.shakespeare- 
navigators.com/othello/T13.html 


You know wordpress? Then you shall 
know slubberword. It 1s 
wordpress.com with no ads in it. No 
annoying flash where Automatticians 
place stuff next to your content. When 
you speak of the AlphaEgg you will 
not get an ad by AlphaGo! You will not 
get an email with a discounted Go 
board to buy. A world with no slubber - 
- that is slubberworld. Easy to catch? It 
might be the alcohol, that struck me 
with full force, so bear with me. So I 
was in slubber mood as I spoke, as I 
Slubbered with the captain. “How can 
Ab DO. cccdacsiase that no AI.......... wuzzz on 
board but Lady Black got kicked out?” 
I said. “Yesssshhh... I tooook her by 
her weak schpotttt. Yanno, she's a 
cyberstrike Pro?” I nodded and said 
“Counterstrike at Ausssshton 
dreamheck Texshaaaas.” The captain 
said, “Officially, yes. But her UUID 


key is cyberXstrike.” “CyberXstrike?”’ 
and I was all ears, the alcohol was off 
me in a femto. I pressed the key, you 
know, the one I don’t tell you for 
alcohol effect “OFF.” 


“The first person with a full Bainbridge 
copy? The 18 year old student from 
Las Vegas in Art Blue’s lab in the year 
2016, writing her memoir at the age of 
74, how she was tortured all day long 
to complete the questionnaire?” The 
captain nodded and nodded as I moved 
on. “The one with two profiles, one of 
herself and one for her Virtual Life this 
time called Second Life avatar? The 
artificial one coded as CyberXstrike 
Resident? You just had to read out the 
table definitions that she added in her 
book? Where she copied words shared 
with her by Art Blue from the meeting 
with Sims Bainbridge at the National 
Science Foundation in Arlington, 
Virginia in 2016? So you could predict 
her behaviour? But how you could 
trick her in real, in the ship, in the 
room?” And I stopped. The captain 
said, “As I said, I know her weakness. 
I needed to gain some time and so I 
slapped your back. The fish bone 
accident you played and cooperated 
nicely gave me the needed time.” I 
shook my head. I did not catch it. 
“What is her, I mean, was and is her 
weakness?” I saw how the captain 
enjoyed letting me wait, to suffer, as 
deep inside, I am not a historian. I am 
an artist and curious how the future 


works. 


Finally, he showed mercy and said, “I 
need to manufacture a keyboard.” I 
could just mindlessly repeat, “A 
keyboard?” and then I got it. A 
counterstrike professional craves for a 
hard keyboard with real mechanical 
movement. I saw some manufactured 
by Razer in the museum and I have 
seen the keyboard the captain had in 
his hands, a TI 99/4 one. A 
professional gamer has no eyes for 


as it was once in use, in real use, and I 
took a very old one; one that had no 
mouse as the mouse click and scroll 
device was not invented at this time. 
So she could not click.” I shouted, 
nearly barking, “And the Rollkugel on 
the TR86 was not working on 


purpose!” The captain made a big 
smile even as I continued in a quite 
worried tone. “Why didn’t she check if 
The Egg was real?” But the captain did 
not need to say a word. “Ah, I 
continued. That’s why the Korobase 


other input devices, and as_ the 
keyboard was real, she did not catch 
that all around is a holo. “But why 
such an old one?” I asked. The captain: 
“T am free to use what I want, as long 


texture is on it and is made of linen. It 
exists as a painting in the museum and 
you bought it! So her visual scanner 
could not see the faked egg as the 
texture on it was real!” And I 


continued, “So we don’t have an AI on 
board?” The captain’s answer was 
short. “No we haven’t. That’s the joy 
of a life. The life of a swimmer. It ends 
when a severe mistake happens.” Now 
I understood why everyone on board 


to keep the hot stuff for myself and 
switch to AlphaGo. 


gets equal salary. Payment is irrelevant | es 


if you have to face death. 


Resume 


All civilisations in the universe have 2 


the same: God is an Egg. Give God a 
head and you know where the name 
egghead comes from. That’s why it is 
not allowed to show a picture of God 
in some religions. But you may say Art 
Blue is an Egg. You are safe in saying 
this --- 


** ERROR 4111: Hanging at Loading 
Next Screen; rez stopped 


The Alpha Egg 


Jami said to me, “Stop with God is an 
Egg” and the ERROR 4111 hit my 
screen. We are a serious magazine. 
Everything that’s published in rez has 
to have scientific proof. If I say 
something that shows proof by 
AlphaGo that supports God is an Egg, 
I will get more lines. I know she really 
meant it this way, as she is a Go player. 
For about two years now, she learns 
inside Second Life how to play Go and 
dare you to disturb her during one of 
her training sessions! So sadly, I have 


You may have read in the press and 
even in TV as breaking news that a 
software named AlphaGo has 
outplayed the world champion of Go 
by 4 to 1. For a player of Go, it does 
not need a word. The person is already 
close to suicide. For someone not 
knowing Go, it is an ancient traditional 
Chinese board game played with black 
and white stone on a 19x19 grid. The 
goal is to surround stones so you can 


claim what is inside as yours. You’ll 
find out more about Go at Wikipedia. 


The Go group in Second Life is Kido 
Province and the person in charge is 
Silent Ying. She sells lovely boards 
where you can play in the old 
traditional ways with a second player 
and you get the placements of the 
stones nicely visualized. 


Now to AlphaGo, developed by Deep 
Mind, a company owned by Google. 


Assume in the Super Bowl the all-time 
winner Pittsburgh Steelers lost the 
finals by 4:1 against robots looking 
like humanoids. For the European 
reader, assume the same result in the 


_Champions League. For someone in 


Korea, Go is like the Super Bowl and 


- Champions League wrapped in one. 


Go is life, Go is tradition, Go 1s God. 
The possible combination on a Go 
board are 10 to the 171st power. The 
Universe has 10 to the 80th power 
atoms. Chess has about 10 to the 50th 
power. That’s why no human is able to 
learn Go completely and never finishes 
learning. Based on this, the world 
champion was totally sure that he 
would win the matches against a 
machine. A few weeks ago, the Go 
champion of England lost the battle 
against AlphaGo 5 to 0, but it was said 
the way to play by the machine was 
brutal, not charming, not eloquent, 
showed a lot of weak points and all 
experts said that for this reason, the 
machine would have no chance at all 
against Lee Sedol. 


But after having lost the first match, 
Lee Sedol and the whole Go 
community was shocked. AlphaGo 
made moves during the play no one 
really understood. The moves looked 
senseless. But later there was no other 
way to comment about them other than 
“wonderful, stunning, beautiful, 
creative, superb.” Let me add: God- 
like. Why I say God-like I will point 


out soon. 


New Scientist of South Korea wrote 
after the first match: “It was hard not 
to feel sympathy with Lee as I watched 
his opening defeat. He carries the 
hopes of a nation — not to mention a 
species — on his shoulders.” 


How could this result happen? 
AlphaGo was not told the rules of the 
game. The rules are very simple. 
Learning for the machine’ was 
different. It happened by a neuronal 
13-layer network. I have to add: the 
ways an AI will learn in the future. 
Learning by watching wins and losses 
and then by doing — and this “in a 
femto.” Plays happens with himself in 
a femto. That’s the simple insight. I 
don’t want to bother you with terms of 
supervised learning, reinforcement 
learning, embedded learning, _ e- 
learning and so on. You can slubber the 
word plays! The way to learn is meant 
to be intuitive like the neurons do 
learn, your brain does, but sadly not in 
a femto. 


That’s why the Egg on board a sailing 
ship has to be named correctly, 
AlphaEgg. It has tradition. If you read 
the story The Lady in Black in the June 
issue of rez Magazine, you'll 
understand when the mother shouts 
“Go for an egg” that you have to put 
the kitchen on alert. You never know if 
guests from a needleship want a fresh- 


made cookie. Don’t slubber 
it! 


I said don’t slubber it. Read 
once more the article 
Cloudrezzer written by 
Neruval, the AI who gave 
me company in my lonely 
nights, as I was ghosted. 
Cloudrezzer is about the 
safety in air travel, but 
behind this is a deeper 
layer: “In the future, Art 
Blue might say you pray to 
the Gods of Software.” 
(Cloudrezzer, rez Magazine, 
April 2015, page 25). 


Because we don’t know 
why the machines are right, 
we have to Believe. Digital 
intuition. A new alphabet is 
designed with @ and S\ and 
more signs to come. In the 
center stays Alphabet — 
http://abc.xyz - no matter if 
Go or Egg, Google will 
redefine (not Egg, Google) 


our relationship with 
machines. 
“When a conventional 


computer tells an engineer 
to place a rivet or a weld in 
a specific place on an ° 
aircraft wing, the engineer- _ 
- if he or she wishes - - can _ 
lift the machine’s lid and — 


a 
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examine the assumptions and 
calculations inside. That is why 
the rest of us are happy to fly. 
Intuitive machines will need more 
than trust: they will demand 
faith.” 


This was published in Nature, 
January 2016; 529: 437 —- 
shortlink to the Pie 
https://is.gd/demandfaith - The 
author must have spoken to the 
owl, as this insight was already 
printed in rez. 


The story of the Alpha Egg shall 
point back to where it began. I 
invited you in Part One — The 
Egg, to take a trip to The Plasma, 
showing you one way a deaf 
person understands music. 


There was a link to Apoptygma 
Berzerk Kathy's Song. Listen 
once more until the end: 


https://youtu.be/15-9vIZyvTw 


And machine saw everything it 
had made and said "behold" 
Come lie next to me 

Know why, you and me are one 
Come lie next to me 

No lies, you and me are one 

You know I'm not a saint .. 

And on the seventh day, Machine 


>< pressed stop .. 
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Windlight cracked and fixed the dawn. Overcast lifted from the sea. 


In loving embrace, the summer house rapidly distilled around her. 


Doorway curtains billowed softly, inviting her to the landscape beyond. 


A few steps down a gravel path lined with tall grass, a rusty tricycle waited for a child to claim it. 


Just off the path, a horse grazed contently near a broad oak with a tire swing. 


A short walk further, across a narrow plank bridge, past a begging raccoon, crows kept silent watch 


along power lines to nowhere. 


In the far distance, a field drenched in constant rain lay before a ruined greenhouse. Amidst the field 
was a small weathered wooden chair, where one could sit, fold over, and cry. 


A solo piano stream arrived. Intelligent hands caressed her soul, without expectation. 


She stepped lightly around a room of elegant clutter. Layers of nostalgia: bric—a—brac, art supplies, 
mismatched furniture, toys, games, books, fat puppies, and wide-eyed kittens in knitting baskets. 


On the seaside deck, she hopped into a hammock, selected a cozy pose, and melted into her refuge. 


Waves surged happily amongst the piers below. All was well, for the moment. 


She clicked through her wardrobe, switching from endless night to casual day. “There, much better.” 


Beyond the inlet beside her, high cliffs dropped waterfalls to feed a colorful vale. A small gathering 
danced amongst tall stalks of abstract flowers, conjuring waves of pollen that drifted towards her. 


Time flowed easy, in rhythm with her breathing. It was good to be home. 


The IMs lit up again, but she ignored them. The house was awash in rainbow pollen. 


On the mini-map, a gold dot appeared close by. Apparently, someone found her. 


She reset her point of view towards the churning cloud, and waited. 


photography 


jami mills 


eophytes pray ritual cries 
Ne or demi-goddess, Aspira-ii 
"Yes", in wet spring of her eyes. 
"No", in cold aspect reply. 
"Soon", under her bridge of sighs. 
She leans on a pump ever dry 
The crack in a lip belies 
Their fast is to thirst by the by. 
They kneel in the ashes and flies 
suspended by pleasures gone by 
In restraint, the desires crystallize. 
In a journey, unfinished, each writhe. 
I hold in my hand the carved fetish. 
Inarticulate breath whispers, "why"? 


Young Danny stands on the bottom slat 
of a fence leaning over to watch 
Rebecca's 17-year-old form inside her 
16th summer's favorite outfit. 
Glistening with effort as she pushes the 
handle of the ancient pump over an old 
well. as soon as the water begins to 
gush, he leans back and falls. She 
turns, and smiles a smile that will 
follow him through all his days. I try to 
cool the flush in my cheeks. 


He was thirteen and a child's abashed 
reaction to girls took a turn toward 
hunger that day he watched her prime 
that ancient pump. As the summer 
wore on she didn't return to the well, 
but it drew him back often. He leaned 
his cheek against the pump handle and 
imagined a thousand different maiden 
hands smoothing and oiling the wood. 
His desires had found a nexus all his 
own, like guitar to his face, humming. 


It was in an antique store, wrongly 
placed with door stops and random 
farm tools. Just like the one he admired 
at the flowering of desire long ago. In 
college, his drinking buddies took as 
wild blather how "this particular model 
with the polished wooden handle" was 
cool. They were in awe of the metal 
handle etched with the acid touch of 
sweat formed by an artisan into what 
was at once a decorative walking stick 
and stunningly facile self-defensive 
weapon. 


It was a silly little Valentine's card, but 
he could not take his eyes from it. 
Round face cartoon boy hand on pump 
handle with full flush blazing and the 
girl with eyes lifted sideways and 
skyward, cup to her mouth, heart 
shaped box held under left shoulder 
and showing every inch of cartoon legs 
up to an impossibly short pink dotted 
pinafore. Cute puppy looking on and 
the caption, "Well! Wouldn't we make 
a nice cup'ple." He'd have had it with 
him even on a three-hour cruise. 


The goddess Aspira-ii calls her 
followers at the flowering of their 
desires to the hard pursuit of 
unfulfillment. Fine wine saved un- 
drunk, delicacies served and left cold, 
pleasures pursued to the brink and no 
farther, the symbolic action of 
pumping prior to release fascinated the 
boy. When tragic illness pulled, his 
beloved brother was no longer there to 


share his secrets; he found comfort in 
that which he could possess and not 
use. It’s almost like being in love. 


He didn't notice her right away, but 
there was something about the way she 
laughed in fountain's spray, pumping 
arms so the water aimed away then 
toward her face. Curly hair and round 
apple features complimented her Betty 
Boop shape. A film rose in his eyes. 
Tilting his head he saw her in light 
distorted by fuzzy water spray. His 
haughty disdain for modern beauty is 
justified. He'll use his pump handle 
cane to tip his fedora casually her way. 


She panted, knees buckling, his steady 
arm around her waist. "I could crumple 
you," he hissed in one ear as the knob 
of his pump handle walking stick hung 
cocked and aimed at the opposite 
temple. Lunging at him playfully, she 
was defenseless so _ quickly, her 


passing. "Aspira-i!," he — sighed. 


"Maybe next time. I have to go." 


He ran, comforted by his legs 
pumping, it should not have been so, 
too close to letting go, she is his 
college professor, and it hadn't been so 
before, but when she revealed she had 
found references to the goddess of 
pleasure deferred, he knew. When she 
spoke of this minor deity, he was 
struck by such intense excitement that 
he was in danger of losing the aloof 
image he had so carefully fostered. We 
can all lose it at any moment. His run 
should calm him. 


The professor was getting impatient 
with him, but he didn't have what he 
wanted. He invited her to dinner to get 
her exclusive attention and was 
oblivious to why she had accepted. She 
was breaking all the rules, but she had 
a right to a little joy in her drab 


She panted, knees buckling, his steady arm 
around her waist. “I could crumple you,” 
he hissed in one ear... 


exhalation had over-deflated her lungs. 
At her place, she begged, "Let me 
touch it." Tracing every line and fold 
of her skin with it, clothes parted at its 


academic life. Since that day in her 
class when she had let slip that brief 
reference to a minor goddess and cult 
following, he'd barely slept. He 


whispered her name, Aspira-ii1, and 
shivered. 


No time to waste waiting for his first 
move, she had no intention of waiting 
for him to round the bases. Girlfriends 
dared her and she hadn't yet found the 
straight man she couldn't hook by the 
nose and trail like a balloon on a string. 
She was intrigued by his out of time 
dress and the fabled walking stick. For 
his place, he had _ discovered 
manuscripts of the monastic rules of 
the cult of Aspira-11. She had to tell her 
peeps a story from a novel she hoped 
they hadn't read. 


From the book of Aspira-u1: 


"In the acolyte's journey he comes to 
know pleasure. 

For all is revealed in the search for her 
treasure. 

So, the acolyte studies in arts and in 
dance. 

and the supplicant learns of the heat of 
romance. 

All manner of flesh will have blood at 
the surface. 

Coming to know how then the best way 
to serve us. 

To stroke without touching to enhance 
our desire. 

Leaves a power in fingers that is 
goddess fire." 


Strokes further shine his pump handle 
as he reads. 


More from the book of Aspira-u1: 


"First is yearning the distant goddess 
Second is learning of all ways to 
impress 

Third is give all to the goddess eternal 
Fourth to writhe in goddess denial 
Fifth is the priesthood in her holy 
order. 

Sixth, is give all to bring others to her." 


Give up all the wild drama of life and 
love around him to follow a myth? Is it 
so different than the constant barrage 
of emotional upheaval others must 
endure? He knew the answer. He had 
always known. 


He had to find people that still 
followed the discipline of Aspira-1i. 
How is it that he could find a cult 
whose secrets have no advantage in 
telling? Who advertises what they will 
not do? How could he avoid the 
obvious? Clerics cannot be expected to 
have put their noses close enough to 
the flower to actually be affected by its 
scent. Unless that is what they call 
"their wanton years." For how could 
anyone who has not partaken say they 
know sacrifice? The rose still blooms. 


Per Aspira-i1 scripture he needed a 
priest or priestess of the sacrifice 
training level, but how? In an act of 
desperation he decided to take out an 
ad. When "What's the worst that can 
happen?" turns out to be wrong, he 


spends the next six months under an 
avalanche of bizarre responses to the 
statement, "Looking for someone who 
follows a goddess of denial." His 
broadcast net caught military, activist, 
and religious recruiters equally. "How 
will I know you, by what sign?" 


The classified ad he bought to draw out 
Aspira-ii's cult members brought 
everyone but. Responses fell into 
roughly four categories, appeals for his 
soul, his money, his charity, and the 
weirdos. The latter got more than a 
cursory look. One titled "my virginity 
for your salvation," compelled him to 
call. "Yes, I will give my maidenhood 


tap out as if the "11" were silent. His 
goddess chant became an_absent- 
minded rhythm, but what did it mean? 
It wasn't until then that the mystery of 
a watch found at an estate sale with no 
second "tock" had context. So what 
was the origin of the ditty "Three Blind 
Mice?" 


Money changes everything. His aunt 
had been his benefactor when bad luck 
and isolation broke his parents’ spirits. 
She died and the amount of money she 
left him surprised everyone. "My 
Pretty Little Blue Boy," she called him. 
She was always singing "Three Blind 
Mice," to "make your ears perk up." 


Her assassin’s blade spun like a top on the 
pavement. He heard her whisper “a-sp-a 
[breath]. Is the prophesy true?” He 
stiffened. “Happy to see me?” 


to bring you to the Lord," she said on 
the phone. Without a hint of sarcasm 
he asked, "So, how many times, whore 
for Christ, have you done this?" 


"As-pir-a-11, As-pir-a-i1, As-pir-a-11," he 
began to chant. His frustration grew as 
more attempts to find the followers of 
the goddess failed. He tapped, "tic, tic, 
tic, tac," then started leaving the last 


He is more comfortable now, but what 
to do? Estate sale items had piled up. 
What business does a_ "Classic 
Literature and Antiquities" degree 
dictate? An Oddities Shop, of course. 


He heard the drunken click-click-thup- 
wait gait of one who is no victim. 
Washing over him, the alley noises 
lowered in pitch, colors shifted, and he 


watched a single bead of sweat fall 
from the her chin like a planet swirling 
in space. She was in his alligator quick 
grasp and dared not move. The 
hummingbird flutter of her heart 
slowed. Her assassin's blade spun like 
a top on the pavement. He heard her 
whisper "a-sp-a <breath>. Is the 
prophesy true?" He stiffened. "Happy 
to see me?" 


His unmovable force had never met 
her irresistible object. The event's 
horizon made air crackle and teenagers 
for blocks faint in the pheromone 
bloom. She had never failed in 
seduction and he _ had _ never 
succumbed. They locked eyes in 
disbelief. The image of goddess 
Aspira-i1 on his Curio Shop smiled as 
fire and flood choked the alley. "Yin" 
was gone, leaving a familiar vacuum. 


She transformed from assassin to 
irresistible object so fast it took his 
breath away. Before he knew it, her 
tongue was giving him a paralyzing 
heart massage and her ass had risen to 
caress him as expertly as a trans- 
gender hooker who had never been 
revealed. She overpowered by 
pheromone and blade. He threw her 
away and their eyes locked in a 
struggle neither had ever lost. A 
careening cab broke their defiance. It 
was gone, so was she and he allowed 
himself to pant. 


The Goddess's Curio Shop got busier 
overnight. Since the incident in the 
alley, teens came following hormones 
and scent like zombie bloodhounds. 
Boys looked in, out, then in, as if 
finding a Chuck E Cheese behind a 
porn front. Girls just floated, sighed, 
and blushed sunburn at eye-contact. As 
for the others, one of the beauties of 
curio shoppers is their similarity to 
what they seek. He feigns disinterest. 
Does a high security apartment behind 
the dusty store protect him? 


The genuine curios in his shop were 
nothing compared to the oddballs that 
started trickling in every morning and 
late into the evening. He wouldn't let 
his eyes widen when a_ barely 
perceptible tick, or a repeated tune, 
revealed the goddess sign on them. 
Others fairly shook, danced, or 
convulsed with her possession. When 
one Bono came rattling and humming 
through the door, there was no doubt 
he had gotten someone's attention. The 
occasional awed look wasn't always 
friendly, but why? 


"My loft is uninhabitable," the cabby 
said. "I said, if he was so sociopathic, 
prove it. Admittedly, he is a creative 16 
year old hustler for me to try to rehab, 
achingly beautiful, just like you, Blue 
Boy." His aunt referred to him with the 
same affectionate title. This ageless, 
pudgy, elf had him on edge with his 
ditty, "Pervs abuse, aye, saints refuse, 


aye, hedons use, aye, we see you, ha." 
Then he saw the goddess sign in 
hypnotic vibrating eyes. "I knew her, 
you know." 


"That 'what' bloom?" Jeff, the cabbie, 
talked of dealing large lots of pot that 
he never smokes, riding skateboards 
everywhere, playing a post-modern 
Victor Borge in comedy clubs, and 
giving up a piano prodigy career 
because he "couldn't bear the joy." 
Danny stared at dancing eyes, chanting 
a thousand times a second. He said, 
"The Bloom is an extraordinary event, 
the goddess willed it." "You've no idea, 
have you? Bored strippers came on 
their g-strings, boy!,” he giggled. 


"If you would follow her, I need to 
look deep, ok?" Jeff turned dancing 
eyes his way and Danny felt them 
Strauss the inside of his spine, Swan 
Lake his pelvis, and Fosse his taint 
only to race in reverse waterfall panic, 
the way they came. Their eyes pas de 
deux'd, Jeff dropped like a nine year 
old at an August bris, and came to, 
feathers hysterically ruffled. Eyes 
black with awe, Jeff gained enough 
composure to will his eyes back to 
rhythm, altered. "Blue Boy, you are 
...extra virgin." 


Business was picking up at his shop, 
bohemian window dressings and hand 
painted shingles flowered from nearby 
abandoned storefronts. Goddess signs 


varied from fluttering bellies, complex 
steps, and a voguing model, to sounds, 
blinks, and devotions so subtle one 
simply had to know to where to look. 
Jeff giggled, "When you mirror them, 
they will know." William Shatner 
sweeps in and smiles, "Hello there ... 
Dan Adam ... it is nice ... finally ... to 
meet you." 


All arrows, in quivers, 

All pure gold, in the mines, 
All sand in, the hourglass, 
All seeds on, the grapevines. 


All acorns, unfallen 

all waters, in deep wells, 
all pollen, still swollen, 
all blanks in, the nutshells. 


Denial, unbroken 

no essence, forgotten, 
Committed, and chosen 
of goddess, begotten 


Fulfilling, prophesy, 
lost in an, tiquity, 
he comes in, purity, 
Aspira's, progeny. 


Jeff whispered, 

"My joy knows, no bound'ry, 
perfection, pristine toy. 

You come to, relieve me. 
Predicted, The Blue Boy." 


Dan Adam, The Blue Boy, saw that 
unique way the followers of the 


goddess expressed their devotion. No 
matter how subtle, he saw it. That 
wasn't all; he could do them all, 
movements, noises, and more, some 
practiced by generations. They came 
skeptical and confident, and left ashen 
but exhilarated. She gasped as he 
shifted his weight heels and toes and 
saw handfuls of air shake in front of 
him in her trademark jiggle, "It took 
years. You Are the one. Aspira-11," she 
sighed. 


Cult members vying for attention 
started to wear. Jeff shooed them with 
a look withering even the redwoods of 
the follower forest. In the alley, Dan 
sat for a rare moment of relaxation, 
and the concealing cloud _ the 
RastAssassin struck like a Humboldt 
grassfire. Dan transfixed him with a 
stoner stare, and Jeff tripped him with 
his skidding skateboard. He hung a 
moment like a levitated magician's 
assistant and dropped hard on his back 
in a puff of hemp dust and dreadlocks. 
"You will have a bodyguard." 


At the Huntington Library, near 
closing, it wasn't him in the strictest 
sense, but in every way, he saw 
himself. The secret is here, but what? 
What had Gainsborough painted over? 
In the warm light mass was_ the 
unmistakable pheromone bloom. It was 
she, who can drive any man to spill 
and thus to reveal the weakness of their 
devotion. He had seen the most blatant 


of licentious goddess rituals. At the 
crucial moment she would whisper, 
"You will not, you cannot, Blue Boy." 


Since Dan Adam was a pubescent teen, 
the image of the goddess Aspira-ii, in 
the smile of a young neighbor, came to 
him in dreams. Academics led to her 
story. His eclectic taste and his Aunt's 
money helped him open his curio shop, 
Danny's Pump Handles. His search for 
her followers brought him a crazy 
array of characters all sporting the 
signature goddess sign that he is 
chosen by the goddess to lead. And 
he's the world's only perfect virgin! He 
escaped to find how rare he 1s. 


He bought her hooker anger, and she 


trembled, anticipating Father/john 
punishment for young life's clumsy 
stumbles. Instead, goddess _ sign 
tempered her and_ goddess fire 


unblocked her. Braced for expected 
invasion, unexpected composure 
graced her. She looked into his eyes 
and saw the goddess smile. Narcotic 
resignation fled from warm healing. 
From this night on, she wouldn't cry 
dry tears of tortured self-abomination. 
He knew the goddess gift she missed, 
was a mother's long lost loving kiss. 
Aspira, ahhh! 


Sorrow smothered him in a death 
shroud. He felt the rumble to his core, 
the world skidded, his reality rose, 
hung, and_ fell, bending him 


convulsively. He considered most 
media fraudulent when not merely 
fiction, but watched the news of the 
devastation, and felt the goddess sign 
in thousands die, or worse, become 
painful rather than joyous, violently 
shaking a spider's web of connection 
with fellow followers. Dan Adam 
would go to Haiti, to be with her 
suffering people, and he would bring 
them goddess tears. 


Though weak, her goddess sign was 
strong. When its spark blossomed full 
in him, her skin shined bright 
translucent light. He leaned close, 
mingling goddess tears with hers, and 
inhaled her expiring pain. Thus, and 
then, again, and again, he harvested 
tribute and death from a people ancient 
in her worship. "In Haiti, anointed, is a 
temple, newly ruined." "Shush, your 
priestly service is fulfilled." The noble 
old man pressed on him a coin. Her 
tears in his eyes, his last. "Here, her 
key, there waits, mystery." 


He wandered goddess lead through the 
Haitian storm of death. A descent into 
hell, he collected pain like cobwebs in 
his hair and harvested death in a 
distorted landscape. Abruptly, he came 
upon a ruined fitness gym with the 
goddess as decoration. The sign said 
"Deese dela Riviere de Larmes." The 
temple's keycoin in his pocket leapt to 
his fingers. In an impulsive gesture he 
slipped it into the fresco goddess's 


hand. In the same instant, the earth fell 
from under his feet in the aftershock's 
sucking grasp. 


What seemed an aftershock was a trap 
door that snapped closed behind, 
sealing to black. His hands found 
stairs. He stood, stepped thrice, and 
heard a rumble, descended three stairs 
and stumbled. Every fourth stair was 
longer. He smiles, and employs the 
goddess gait, learned from the dying 
priest who gave him the temple key, to 
execute a long loopy descent until he 
sensed a larger chamber. "Who's got a 
light?," he joked to no one. Another 
step, a flagstone clicked and a ball of 
fire erupted in his face. 


When he had adjusted to the torch 
light, it illuminated a tiny alcove of 
timeless design. Inscriptions in a 
rosetta of languages, modern and 
ancient, rune to tag, are all lovingly 
carved, painted, and posted, pray, 


"The goddess smile will lure you in, 
a life is well spent to see her again." 


All these years, it had been that smile 
he saw in the moment Aspira-i 
possessed his neighbor's face. The 
torch sputtered and his eyes stung as he 
made his way to the flagstone at the 
next Station of the Goddess. 


The torch blazed to life in the next 
alcove and Dan Adam gasped. An 


abyss opened and he felt like he was 
falling into the light of those jeweled 
eyes. He couldn't say how long it was 
until he felt floor under him again. The 
multi-language inscriptions all 
whispered in ghostly unison, 


"The goddess 
shoulder, 
behind, above, she's looking over." 


stare upon your 


He had always felt these eyes upon 
him. Here in Aspira-ii's temple, he was 
close. The laser reflection sputtered out 
and he spun as if by her own hand. 


On the final flagstone, he transported, 
a secret alcove, waiting just for him. 
No translations, never before visited. 
A place full gone from normal ken. 


With her gift, he was unlocked, 
in eternity, by his own demand, 
her cult he'd lead, their fate unblocked, 


new goddess power in command 


Deep inside her temple, stories start 
anew 

answers to her mystery and rhyme, 

He, in culmination, of what gone 
before 

for now, and for forever, he lives in 
goddess time. 


It was an ingenious mouse trap, the rat 
ate the contents of the upper globe of 
the jar and proceeded to the lower, and 
the jar tipped and locked upright, 


leaving no escape. Dan Adam idly fed 
it from another of the many grain-filled 
containers left as offerings in Aspira- 
i's temple. The pleasure his new pet 
had at being fed was clear to Dan 
because as the chemicals flowed into 
receptors, the goddess sight made them 
colored paths of sparkles in_ the 
rodent's brain. One revelation was the 
flow in anticipation. 


Dan's pet rat salivated in hearing Dan's 
steps toward its prison. At first the tiny 
brain only reacted to the direct 
stimulation of food and drink brought 
to him, but soon the clatter of food 
pulled from another jar, or water from 
the spring filling its cup could cause 
the brain's pleasure chemicals to 
course. Dan studied the mouse with 
goddess sight and confirmed that it 1s 
not having that causes pleasure, but 
knowing it is coming. The lesson of 
fulfillment is not always the arrival, 
but often the journey. 


The more Dan studied the writings 


Five men, a dog, ¢ 
undergroun 


found in the goddess's temple, the 
more he knew that he had been wrong 
in his perspective of the goddess's rites. 
She was not the goddess of self-denial, 


but the spiritual sponsor of eternal 
anticipation. What could be, in all of 
its possibilities, vistas of fulfillment. 
For it is in wanting, that the heart's 
blood pumps; it is in visualizing that 
the intellect sees success; it is in 
anticipation that the chemicals of 
pleasure excite the neurons in our 
brains. 


Having lived on left offerings while 
learning all he could from the temple's 
library and his experiments, he knew 
there was a limit to how long he could 
stay. Although he still didn't see a way 
out, fresh air must be coming from 
somewhere. He wasn't sure he was 
ready to leave his solitude when he 
heard the dog's bark. His rescuers were 
surprised to find him a little put out to 
be found, until he turned his goddess 
sight on men for the first time. What 
the men heard him say would change 
them profoundly. 


Five men, a dog, and a rat left the 
underground chamber. The dog 


ind a rat left the 
d chamber. 


pranced, the rat danced, and the hermit 
frowned. Three men each had the look 
of someone who had been told a secret 
it would take the rest of their lives to 


think through, and one looked like a 
child caught killing a cat. What the 
sociopath is missing is guilt, but this 
man is overcome with it. Not hurting 
from discovery, for he was certainly 
exposed, but disassembled and gasping 
in the first free air of his life. 


The man was. trembling’ with 
transformation. "He knew I had been 
beaten in body and in mind. He 
touched all the spots that hurt me the 
most and told me I need no longer 
anticipate the same pain in another." 
The man took his first practice toe- 
heel-and-slide steps that had been the 
goddess sign of one who had known a 
same pain and need. He would transfer 
his desires to anticipating the goddess 
and was freed of the need to harm any 
child as he had been. 


It began quietly, respectfully, for no 
one wanted to be responsible for being 
the burden that drove him away, 
because, truth be told, it was like 
knowing the joke; someone new and 
skeptical would bring cold reason into 
contact with Dan's enlightenment and 
turn sunburned, unable to speak to 
proclaim their own special insight as if 
their clothes had disappeared with their 
preconceptions. Who is this goddess? 
How do we live in her ripe enduring 
influence? They must know. 
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iB) Stace 
by Adrian Blair 


These poems are not for you 
But they are for you for a moment 
On their way to her who will pass them 


Back as a gesture from the window. 


But they are for you even though 
They were written for another 
Who does not exist yet beyond the glamour 


Of your sleeping smile, because 


I write them on your thighs with my tongue 
All the while hearing her as faint as a leaf 


In the distant chorus of autumn 


And though I love you, I love her also, 
And she will love another no less 

than I love you. 

no more than you will love me 

when I wake tomorrow 


thinking only of you. 
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THE ACCIDE 
CAT BOCCACCIO 
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child of Tom and Celia Roades, 

who were both productive human 
beings and stable parents until she was 
six years old. 


| ily-Rose Roades was the only 


Tom and another longshoreman, his 
friend Alec Rosewood, were walking 
along the tops of stacked cargo 
containers, using long poles to reach 
down and unfasten the boxes so a 
crane could later lift them ashore. 


They walked slowly, as there was early 


morming dew and the container 
surfaces could be slippery. 
Tom didn’t remember losing his 


footing, he remembered nothing of that 
morning, or of that week. Alec said 
Tom was out of his line of vision for 
just a few moments, and they found 
him below on the deck of the ship, his 
body shattered. 


He was a lucky man. The broken bones 
healed, for the most part, but the blow 
to the head changed him forever. 


Lily-Rose Roades soon realized the 
man who lived with them after the 
accident was not her father, even 
though he looked like and had the 
voice of her father, he wore her 
father’s clothes and slept in the 
bedroom with her mother. 


She tried to love this new man, but she 
missed her father terribly. And this 
man was unlovable, waking her at all 
hours of the night for no reason. He 
drank alcohol, a lot of it, and while he 
never touched her he often shouted at 
her, things she didn’t understand and 
couldn’t remember. 


Her school work suffered, and she was 
punished for poor concentration at 
school, and at home for her poor 
grades. 


Her mother’s soul seemed to leave her 
body around this time. She quit her 
job. She pleaded with her husband to 
leave their child alone, but he did not. 
He continued to terrorize her and her 
mother continued to plead. 


This went on for nine years. Lily-Rose 
became at various times difficult, 
remote, violent, self-destructive, 
depressed, and reckless. 


She understood problematic 
childhoods. She recognized the 
neglected and abused. She recognized 
Todd Caper, and plotted to save his life 
as hers had been saved. 
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Immune from time a child leads the way, 
I shed my years with my shoes. 


Now two kids ankle deep in the creek. 


The solemn girl knows all the rules: 


"Look out for snakes but don't be afraid." " 


The retreat from the blueberry cage, : 
pannier baskets piled luminous purple, ; | € 
feast day promises escourted by bees + Nye | ts , 
through golden grasses buzzing with hope. ; ) 
Then relief from the heat, straw hat fanned, 


iced lemon tea under sweet viburnum. 


A small mucky hand brings another surprize: 
"Look through these, you can see the bug." 


An insect dead behind a cracked lens, 


a VI 


viewed through plastic binoculars, 


there’s comfort in a desiccated beetle. 


ae i 


lac Blueberry Cage 
Wolfeane Glanka 
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